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Statement  of  Editorial  Policy 

The  editorial  board  of  The  Noiseless  Spider  agrees  with 
Henry  Miller  that  the  pangs  of  birth  relate  not  to  the  body  but 
to  the  spirit.  It  was  demanded  of  us  to  know  love,  experience 
union  and  communion,  and  thus  achieve  liberation  from  the  wheel 
of  life  and  death.  But  we  have  chosen  to  remain  this  side  of  Par- 
adise and  to  create  through  art  the  illusory  substance  of  our 
dreams.  In  a  profound  sense  we  are  forever  delaying  the  act. 
We  flirt  with  destiny  and  lull  ourselves  to  sleep  with  myth.  We 
die  in  the  throes  of  our  own  tragic  legends,  like  spiders  caught 
in  our  own  web. 


"Experience  is  never  limited,  and  is  never  com- 
plete; it  is  an  immense  sensibility,  a  kind  of  huge 
spider-web  of  the  finest  silken  threads  suspended  in 
the  chamber  of  consciousness,  and  catching  every 
air-borne  particle  in  its  tissue.  It  is  the  very  atmo- 
sphere of  the  mind;  and  when  the  mind  is  im- 
aginative— much  more  when  it  happens  to  be  that  of 
a  man  of  genius — it  takes  to  itself  the  faintest  hints 
of  life,  it  converts  the  very  pulses  of  the  air  into  reve- 
lation. " 

— Henry  James 
in  "The  Art  of  Fiction" 
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On  Becoming  A  Space  Cadet 

First:  One  must  fall  off  the  planet  earth. 

Secondly:  One  must  discard  reality  and  create  their  own. 

They  should  take  flight  in  the  weightlessness  of  joy, 

Float  in  the  moment  of  peacefulness, 

And  become  one  with  the  self. 

Never  ending  pressure  should  be  ignored. 

Horror  of  whirling  faces  should  cease. 

One  must  enjoy  for  the  moment, 

Reality  is  outside  screaming  to  get  in. 

Finally:  One  must  stop  playing 

And  come  back, 

For  life  is  NOT  being  a  space  cadet. 

—  Valerie  A.  Jones 


Me,  Myself  Conveyed 

Thousands  of  poems  and  thoughts  that  were  started 

Thousands  of  whole  ideas  that  all  too  soon  departed 

Fragments  of  thoughts  and  images  that  were  discarded 

I  must  concentrate  on  the  whole  and  not  be  disheartened 

For  I  know  my  time  will  come, 

All  my  poems  shall  be  written,  but  one, 

The  one  I  can  not  say, 

The  one  that  must  be  delayed, 

The  poem  is  me,  myself,  conveyed  to  all  of  you, 

To  you  I  must  be  presented 

Then  a  living  poem  will  be  known  by  you 

That  one  poem  could  not  have  been  read, 

Written,  or  spoken  to  ....  is  me,  myself  conveyed. 

—  Karen  Mattimore 


To  Pierre,  With  Love 

I  must  have  let  the  phone  ring  at  least  twelve  times  before  I 
decided  it  might  be  important  enough  to  answer.  The  grayness 
of  the  dawn  was  in  the  room,  gently  covering  everything.  I 
could  see  the  faint  streaks  of  pink  and  orange  in  the  sky  behind 
the  pines  outside  the  apartment  house.  I  crawled  out  from 
under  the  covers  and  tripped  over  the  cat.  I  picked  him  up,  the 
dear  creature,  kissed  him  and  threw  him  on  the  bed.  The  room 
was  a  mess.  I  could  still  feel  the  effects  of  last  night's  beer  and 
vaguely  remembered  a  good  time  with  friends  in  Naples.  Naples 
was  the  bar  we  frequented  most  often.  I  stumbled  into  the 
kitchen.  The  phone  stopped  ringing  as  soon  as  I  got  there  but  it 
started  again  in  a  matter  of  seconds.  I  clutched  the  receiver  and 
grunted  into  it.  My  eyelids  were  heavy  with  lack  of  sleep  and 
the  floor  was  cold  under  my  bare  feet. 

"Is  that  you  Maria?"  No  one  ever  calls  me  Maria  except  my 
Aunt  Elizabeth.  My  name  is  Maria  Samantha  and  everyone  calls 
me  Sam. 

"Yeah,"  I  answered.  Who  else  could  it  be,  I  mean,  who  did 
she  think  lived  here,  Madame  Pompadour  or  someone?  Aunt 
Elizabeth  never  failed  to  irritate  me  and  the  early  hour  did  not 
help  matters  at  all.  I  was  hoping  that  she  wouldn't  launch  into  a 
speech  on  how  my  mother  had  completely  neglected  my  up- 
bringing. Must  I  be  such  a  rude  child,  must  I  butcher  the  King's 
English  with  such  vulgar  expressions  as  Yeah.  Was  it  so  hard  to 
correctly  enunciate  the  word  Yes?  She  really  bugged  me.  I  was 
24  and  she  still  called  me  a  rude  child. 

"I'm  so  sorry  to  wake  you,  I  know  you're  not  an  early  riser 
like  myself."  She  sounded  snide,  as  usual.  I  wanted  to  say 
"Screw  you"  but  I  cleared  my  throat  instead.  I  mean  I  tried  to 
clear  my  throat  but  was  having  a  hard  time  breaking  through 
the  layers  of  nicotine. 


« 


"I  have  some  very,  very  sad  news,"  her  tone  of  voice  changed 
completely,  it  almost  sounded  pious  and  reverent. 

"What  is  it,  Aunt  Elizabeth?"  God,  I  sounded  like  a  croaking 
frog.  I  tried  again,  in  vain,  to  clear  my  throat. 

"Do  you  have  a  cold,  Maria?",  her  voice  was  sharp  now.  Aha! 
that's  what  happens  to  girls  who  go  out  galavanting  at  all  hours 
of  the  night.  Nice,  decent  girls  don't  go  out  drinking,  therefore, 
never  catch  colds.  She  was  probably  dying  to  ask  me  why  I 
couldn't  at  least  try  to  be  a  nice,  decent  girl. 

"No,  Aunt  Elizabeth,  I  am  perfectly  well,"  I  rasped.  "What  is 
the  sad  news?" 

"Now  don't  get  upset,  Maria,  I  don't  even  know  how  to  break 
this  to  you,"  again  her  voice  was  pious  and  reverent,  "dear  Aunt 
Eloise  passed  away  last  night."  I  wanted  to  indulge  in  a  good 
laugh,  I  just  couldn't  handle  the  piousness  in  her  voice.  As  if 
Eloise's  death  meant  anything  to  her.  She  had  hated  Eloise's 
guts  since  they  were  children  and  they  both  hated  my  mother's 
guts.  My  mother  had  been  the  youngest  sister,  younger  than 
they  by  a  good  fifteen  years.  Nothing  my  mother  had  ever  done 
had  ever  been  right  in  their  eyes,  least  of  all  the  fact  that  she 
had  given  birth  to  me.  I  was  an  illegitimate  child.  Mother  had 
been  very  beautiful  and  talented.  She  had  been  an  artist.  She 
had  died  four  years  ago  in  a  plane  crash. 

"Maria,  are  you  listening  to  me?"  She  sounded  nasty  and  im- 
patient. 

"Of  course,  Aunt  Elizabeth,"  I  lit  a  cigarette  by  the  stove  and 
picked  up  the  cat  who  had  abandoned  the  comforts  of  the  bed  to 
supply  me  with  moral  support  by  rubbing  against  my  legs. 

"I  tried  to  reach  you  last  night  but  you  weren't  in."  Her  voice 
was  very  catty,  the  inquisitive  old  ass. 

"I  know,  I  was  out,"  I  answered.  I  could  tell  she  was  dying  to 
ask  me  where  I  had  been,  the  phony  old  bitch.  Aunt  Eloise  had 
been  dying  of  cancer  for  the  last  two  years,  so  her  death  was  no 


tragic  surprise.  She  had  become  a  very  wealthy,  childless  widow 
at  an  early  age  and  Elizabeth  hated  her  for  it.  All  Elizabeth 
wanted  was  her  money,  which  is  why  she  had  visited  Eloise 
once  a  week,  for  a  whole  hour,  for  the  last  two  years.  It  made 
me  sick.  I  could  picture  her  at  the  graveside  in  her  black,  tai- 
lored pantsuit,  clinging  to  her  idiot-husband's  arm,  lifting  her 
black  veil  occasionally  to  reveal  her  puffy,  red-rimmed  eyes.  She 
would  stand  there  and  dutifully  cry  for  15  minutes.  She  was  a 
great  one  for  performing  her  duty  and  maintaining  appearances. 
Her  puppy-dog  son  would  be  there,  tagging  along  behind  her.  I 
sort  of  felt  sorry  for  cousin  Albert,  he  led  such  a  stuffy,  obedient 
life.  I  know  he  had  really  liked  my  mother  but  had  never  been 
allowed  to  visit  us.  We  only  met  once  a  year  at  Christmas  while 
we  were  growing  up.  The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  at  mother's 
funeral.  They  had  all  come  and  shed  tears  of  duty.  Not  once 
during  her  whole  life  had  they  understood  her  or  loved  her,  yet 
they  were  shameless  enough  to  weep  for  their  dear,  dead  sister. 
Her  death  hadn't  really  changed  too  much  except  that  I  had  an 
empty  hollow  inside  of  me  right  under  my  heart.  The  streets 
looked  exactly  the  same  as  they  did  before,  the  sky  was  just  as 
blue,  and  my  toothache  had  not  gone  away  during  the  whole 
painful  ordeal.  The  only  difference  was  that  I  would  never  see 
her  again.  I  started  crying  as  I  remembered  her  funeral  and  lit 
another  cigarette. 

"Maria,"  her  voice  intruded  into  my  thoughts,  "you  don't 
sound  very  well  and  I  don't  believe  you  have  been  listening  to  a 
word  I've  been  saying.  Just  take  note  that  the  funeral  will  be  at 
11  o'clock,  so  please  don't  be  late."  She  drew  a  deep  breath,  took 
a  long  pause,  and  added  in  a  rigid  voice,  "I  believe  you've  been 
mentioned  in  the  will."  That  did  it,  I  had  to  laugh. 

"Aunt  Elizabeth,  I  won't  even  try  to  explain,  but  don't  expect 
me.  I'm  not  going.  Goodbye."  Another  long  pause.  She  hung  up 
without  saying  goodbye.  I  wiped  my  face  on  my  T-shirt  and 
crawled  back  into  bed  with  the  cat. 

—  Judy  Magyar 


Candles 

flickering 

waxen-drips 

into  pools 

of  long  forgotten  peace. 

Softly, 

as  a  hundred  years  pass 
in  one  breath  .  .  . 
extinct  in  a  second 
to  be  rekindled  at  will. 

Like  a  steaming  tea-cup, 
or  a  warm  hearth  .  .  . 
to  be  shared  alone. 


—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 


AS  I  LIE  HERE  AND  LOOK  UP  AT  THAT  BIG  BEAUTI- 
FUL SKY,  ME,  STUCK  TO  THIS  HUGE,  YET  VERY 
SMALL,  PLANET,  I  MARVEL  AT  ALL  THAT  SPACE, 
AND  PRAY  THAT  IT  IS  NEVER,  NEVER  CONQUERED 
BY  MAN,  THAT  IT  ALWAYS  STAYS  BIG,  BEAUTIFUL, 
AND  VAST  WITH  NOTHING  BUT  STARS  AND  PLANETS 
FILLING  IT. 

i  am  so  small  yet  so 

large  in 

imagination 

and  i  will 

never 

give  that  up. 

—  Elizabeth  Terranova 


South  East  Asian  War 
South  East  Asian  Hell 
Can  you  tell  me  what  is  it  for 
South  East  Asian  War 
South  East  Asian  Hell 

They  sent  us  over  to  settle  the  score 
To  that  South  East  Asian  War 
We  went  over  with  valor  in  our  hearts 
to  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

We  went  leaving  loved  ones  behind 

to  that  South  East  Asian  War 

not  knowing  or  expecting  what  we  would  find 

in  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

What  we  did  and  what  we  saw  are  things  we  would  rather 

forget,  leave  behind 
but  they  are  things  that  remain  forever  etched  deep  within  our 

minds 
seeing  that  enemy  closing  the  gap  between  you  and  them 
thinking  our  chances  are  slim  of  ever  seeing  daylight  again 


Raising  my  gun  intending  to  fire 
making  God  and  myself  out  to  be  liars 
in  that  South  East  Asian  War 
in  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

Feeling  the  blood  of  my  buddy  running  down  the  side  of  my  face 
Now  I  know  that  I  have  had  a  taste 
of  that  South  East  Asian  War 

I  close  my  eyes  and  dream  of  home 
I  open  them  and  I  am  all  alone 
in  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

I  dream  of  the  president,  the  man  that  sent  us  over  here 

but,  I  realize  he  was  scared  and  just  as  full  of  fear 

and  mine  aren't  the  only  ears  to  hear  the  sound  of  men  crying. 

in  that  South  East  Asian  War 

in  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

I  get  home  and  get  a  medal  pinned  to  my  chest 

I  remember  the  day  the  mortar  took  the  rest 

I  left  my  life  back  there 

at  the  South  East  Asian  War 

At  that  South  East  Asian  Hell 

Can  you  tell  me,  what  the  hell  was  it  for? 

—  J. P. 


Monologue 

I 

You  surround  me  dumbfounded 

you  wonder  how  you'll  manage 

you  feel  tricked 

cheated — how  could  you  do  it 

to  us — you  ask 

You  must  realize — my  dears — this 

last  deed  of  mine 

is  for  me — I've  done  it 

for  me 

to  escape  you 

The  earth  will  have  to  sprout 

without  my  touch 

the  tarnished  marble 

will  no  longer 

demand 

its  whiteness  from  me 

I  will  be  no  pillar 

No  fountain 

No  poplar  tree  shading  you 

I  abdicate — 

In  my  garden 

I'm  tending  my  best 

my  prize-crop 

It's  growing 

It's  shutting  you  out 

your  demands 

your  protestations  of  love 

will  not  convince  me 

I  will  tend  it 

I  will  feed  it 

until  its  black  being 

blooms  inside 

my  skull 


II 

You  come  and  go 

you  shed  a  measure  of  tears 

you  check  my  chart 

you  look  me  over  for  bed-sores 

not  a  trace  of  the  night's  mess 

the  woman  you've  hired 

does  her  job  well 

yes,  I'm  cleaned  and  I'm  fed 

and  kept  cool 

I  lie  naked  and  oiled-rubbed — 

a  monument  to  your  daughterly  duty 

Turn  off  the  oxygen 

pull  the  feeding  tube  from  my  mouth 

let  my  fire  burn  me 

Out! 

Ill 


You  must  understand 

that  I'm  not  beyond  all  feeling 

the  tumor 

unfurling  inside  my  brain — 

like  a  fern,  under  the  shade 

of  humid  forests 

did  not  choke  my  nerve-ends 

it  merely  protects  them 

we're  dedicated  to  each  other — 

my  tumor  and  I 

I've  chosen  it  carefully — 

a  hardy  and  enduring  variety 

it  will  withstand  the  knife 

of  your  dexterous  surgeon 


IV 


I  saw  him  touch  your  breast 
you  are  again  that  school-girl 
wild  and  untameable 
but  I  don't  have  to  guard 
your  virginity  any  more 
with  my  fierce  mothering 

The  circle  of  giving  is  closed 

I  demand  my  death! 


—  Eleni  Fourtouni 


To  My  Wife  of  Fifty  Years:  A  Radio  Play 

You  are  my  alarm  clock, 
for  you  wake  me  up  in  that 
hateful  way  you  have. 

You  sing  to  me 


and  I  waken  to  your  music. 

Out  of  bed, 

and  you  tell  me  things: 
the  weather, 

the  information  of  the  day, 
a  joke. 

Through  breakfast, 

I  hear  your  point  of  view, 
for  you  constantly  give 
only  your  side  .  .  . 
but  I  am  used  to  it. 

At  the  office, 

you  tell  me  more  things, 
about  life  in  far-off  places, 
of  people  doing  interesting  things  . 
once  in  a  while 
you  bring  them  for  coffee. 

You  know  many  things, 

for  you  are  part  of  a  vast  network. 


You  ask  me, 

from  time  to  time, 
my  opinion, 


and  then  when  I  give  it, 
you  give  me  a  prize  .  .  . 
but  I  am  grateful. 

You  play  records  for  me 

old  favorites, 

or  something  you  think  I  should  hear. 

And  you  go  on  and  on. 

But  I  must  cook  alone  now, 
and  you  are  not  near  to  me. 

I  am  lost, 
and  it  seems  like  deafness 
without  you. 

Come  back  to  me 


I'm  sorry  I  hit  you  that  morning 
when  you  decided  to  rest  a  bit. 

I  was  so  used  to  your  gabble 

that  it  frustrated  me 

when  you  refused  to  function. 

Yes, 

Fll  have  you  repaired, 

but  I  still  retain 

my  right 

to  unplug  you!! 


—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 


i 


We  all  face  life,  we  all  face  death,  it  seems  so  real. 

We  don't  always  talk  for  in  silent  times  it's  best  to  feel. 
We  walk  our  roads  so  far  apart  it's  hard  to  say, 

the  sorrow  felt  as  you  near  your  dying  day. 

For  those  who  listen,  my  message  is  short — it's  simply  "you." 
You  are  your  life,  you  are  your  times,  you're  all  that's  left 
when  days  are  through. 

And  when  I'm  gone  don't  be  afraid,  don't  walk  alone; 
for  sorrow  is  deep,  but  life  prevails,  you  set  the  tone. 

And  so  my  friends,  it's  with  deep  regret  that  I  say  good-bye. 

We've  often  laughed,  we've  often  joked,  so  please  don't  cry. 
For  we  were  born,  and  we  have  lived,  so  we  must  die 

and  I  regret  not  one  day  I've  spent  with  you. 

I  was  alone,  I  was  with  friends,  I  was  asleep; 
I  chose  to  laugh,  I  chose  to  smile,  I  chose  to  weep. 
I  was  a  leaf,  I've  changed  my  colours  and  I've  fallen  down, 
but  the  winds  of  love  stirred  by  my  friends  lift  me  off  the 
ground 

My  last  days  here  I've  spent  in  silence  writing  this  poem. 
You've  given  me  love,  you've  given  me  life,  your  heart  is  my 
home. 
But  I  will  consider  this  time  not  wasted  but  all  worthwhile 
if  when  you  think  of  me  when  I'm  gone — you  have  to  smile. 

—  Anonymous 


I'd  Just  Like  To  Say  Hello 

To  my  two  old  buddies  who  are  here  no  more, 
They  left  this  world  and  went  through  the  door, 
To  places  quite  different,  levels  mostly  unknown, 
In  groups  or  in  couples,  or  together  alone.  .  .  . 

—  G.  A.  Raucci 


An  Evening  With  Charles  Baudelaire 

We  had  comforted  ourselves  into  the  awkward  line  of  sight 
from  our  late-hour  seats  in  the  wing  of  the  orchestra,  in  prep- 
aration for  an  evening  of  theatrical  entertainment.  The  commo- 
tion of  a  struggle  at  the  entrance  to  the  auditorium  interrupted 
our  resigned,  dream-like  perusals  of  the  program  and  its  adver- 
tisements. We  turned  to  discover  that  an  usher  was  desperately 
wrestling  with  a  rather  unkempt  man  who  insisted  on  entering. 

We  sat  back  around  in  our  seats  and  tried  to  soothe  our  own 
sense  of  disturbance,  as  the  bout  continued.  But  the  usher  lost 
the  headlock  hold  we'd  seen  him  gain,  and  the  man  was  proceed- 
ing haughtily  down  the  aisle,  eyeing  the  optimal  seat,  when  the 
usher's  astonishing  shout,  which  turned  me  back  again  to  the 
scene,  pursued  him:  "Stop  him!  That  man  can't  come  in  here!  I 
think  it's  Charles  Baudelaire!" 

Immediately  the  gaunt,  berouged  man  of  a  certain  age,  in 
frock  coat  and  bow  tie,  was  apprehended  by  two  house  goons 
disguised  in  tuxedos,  and  was  dragged  along  upon  his  heels,  but 
still  facing  the  stage,  back  towards  the  exit,  as  much  of  the 
arrived  audience  rose  to  look  on. 

Sure  enough,  it  was  my  favorite  Nineteenth  Century  French 
poet  who  was  the  victim  of  this  latter  day  Grotowskian  aliena- 
tion of  the  audience,  and,  on  an  impulse,  I  stood  up,  wagging  my 
outstretched  arm,  with  the  index  finger  extended,  while  calling 
out  to  his  retreating  figure,  "Sharl!" 

The  escorts  stopped,  suddenly  doubting — on  this  sign  of  inti- 
mate recognition — the  justification  for  their  action. 

The  intense  eyes  of  Charles  Baudelaire  glanced  their  fiery 
vitriol  about  the  audience,  lighting  cigarettes,  singeing  false 
eyelashes,  flambeing  alcohol  breaths,  and  igniting  bright  au- 
reoles of  perfume  and  of  hair-  and  deodorant-sprays.  At  last  his 
gaze  alighted  upon  me  as  I  gestured.  He  paused,  unrecognizing, 
and  then,  as  if  recollecting  my  acquaintance,  perked  up,  "Mon 
Frere!" 

"Where  shall  we  meet?" 

His  eyes  glared  and  darted  like  a  jaguar's.  "The  nearest 
brothel!" 

The  audience  now  had  equally  focused  its  curiosity  upon  me.  I 
looked  to  my  wife,  who  seemed  to  be  in  a  stun,  holding  in  her 


hands  a  copy  of  Les  Fleurs  du  Mai,  retrieved  hastily  from  her 
pocketbook,  and  from  which  she  had  compared  the  photographic 
portrait  with  this  extemporaneous  apparition.  "It's  him!"  she 
whispered,  without  looking  away  from  her  suspect. 

His  escorts  had  resumed  his  extradition.  "The  nearest 
bistro — how  about?"  I  shouted  to  the  notorious  maudit.  "At 
intermission — dans  Ventracte!" 

As  shocked  members  of  the  audience  promenaded  by  down 
the  aisles,  they'd  snipe  quizzical  glances  at  us  and  then  back  at 
the  entrance,  as  if  that  character  would  re-appear  again  at  our 
whim,  maybe  even  interrupting  the  already  delayed  show,  or  as 
if  we  had  been  part  of  a  show  ourselves,  participants  in  some 
sort  of  promotional  happening.  Many  consulted  their  programs 
for  an  explanation;  only  the  dimming  houselights  quieted  their 
exasperated  leafings. 

Perhaps,  as  I  remarked  to  my  wife  as  we  exited  into  the  cool, 
street-lamped  night,  the  chap  had  been  a  performer  in  a  one- 
man  show — such  as  "An  Evening  with  Charles  Baude- 
laire"— who'd  gone  berserk  when  it  closed  and  couldn't  put  off 
his  persona.  He  did  bear  some  resemblance  to  Zacherley,  the  bi- 
zare  disk-jockey  and  personality  of  Ultra  High  Frequency  tele- 
vision. 

The  aged  dandy  sat  alone  in  a  booth  in  the  darkest  corner  of 
the  bar,  sipping  absinthe.  "How  is  it  possible?"  I  exclaimed, 
while  helping  my  wife  with  her  coat. 

"What?  Moi  ou  Uabsinthe?  It  is  a  vermifuge,  Monsieur!" 

"But  where  do  you  live?" 

"In  the  tunnels  of  the  subways."  He  sipped  from  his  snifter 
and  rhapsodized  in  a  hoarse  monotone,  "When  will  we  cease  to 
rival  underground  the  canalworks  of  Mars?" 

My  wife  had  gasped,  "So  that's  it!",  and  then  continued, 
"That's  how  your  clothes  have  all  those  tiny  burn  marks  on 
them,  from  the  electrical  sparks." 

"But  how  in  the  world  did  you  come  there?"  I  inquired. 

"Surely  you  know  the  comic  myth,  that  Dionysus  tires  of  each 
contemporary  crop  of  poets,  and  journeys  therefore  to  the 
netherworld  to  hold  a  contest  among  poets  past,  to  bring  one 
back  to  living  glory. 

"For  this  generation,  the  contest  was  between  me  and — bah! 
It  suffices  to  say  that  my  rightful  title  was  taken  away  from  me. 


"But  I  would  not  continue  to  be  the  choragos  to  a  chorus  of 
Frogs! 

"So  I  hitched  away  behind  Dionysus'  boat  as  he  left  with  his 
chosen,  until  we  arrived  here,  in  the  tunnelways  beneath 
Manhattan.  Henceforth  here  I  reign,  the  great,  and  true,  Pre- 
tender!" 

It  was  getting  late  in  the  intermission,  as  I  hurriedly  ex- 
plained, and  requested,  "Do  you  have  for  us,  then,  one  of  your 
own  new  spleens?" 

He  sipped  again,  considering  the  material  for  such  a  command 
performance,  and  then  recited  dismally,  "0  infantile  bawdry  and 
the  lewdness  of  children!  And  the  millstone  round  the  neck  of 
whosoever  enticed  them,  an  Anti-Christ!  For  a  babe  in  diapers 
raised  his  hand  at  me,  deliberately,  after  flirting,  and  bent  down 
his  index  finger. 

"A  sign  obscure  to  me — he  was  the  laundress'  little  son  in  the 
laundromat — but  that  his  three  year  old  sister  shrieked  with  the 
mischief  of  this,  which  was  to  them  an  obscene  gesture. 

"It  was  if  my  whole  brain  had  been  doused  throughout  with 
an  hallucinogenic  eyewash,  and  I  were  no  longer  an  expert  of 
life." 

He  nodded  his  head  gradually  forward,  displaying  his  hair 
slicked  down  with  brilliant ine,  a  head  blasted  by  the  wear  of 
yet-accursed  laurels. 

He  autographed  for  us  our  bi-lingual  edition  of  his  master- 
work:  "Charles  Baudelaire"  on  one  side,  and  in  free,  "howler," 
translation  en  face,  "Spruce  Churl  of  the  Area." 

—  Jawaid  Awan 


Words  to  be  spoken  softly,  and  filled  with  love 

I  see  you,  quiet  man, 

sitting, 

being  quiet  by  yourself. 

And  because  I  love  you, 

I  wonder  why  your  inside  makes  your  outside  quiet. 

Are  you  sad  inside? 

Do  you  silently  grieve  by  yourself? 

Without  comfort? 

What  is  it, 

down  deep, 

that  causes  you  pain? 

I  love  you, 
can  I  help? 

Or 

is  it  that  each  new  day 

you  face  your  pain  in  the  glass? 


—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 


Primary  Sludge 


The  cars  and  trees  are  dwindling, 
There  are  less  now  than  before, 
They  die  for  the  needs  of  progress, 
And  they  won't  come  back  no  more 

Cars  roar  by  on  the  highways, 
Spitting  gases  in  the  air, 
And  aerosols  destroy  the  ozone, 
For  our  armpits  and  our  hair  .  .  . 

Progress,  Automation,  Computers, 
The  modern  sequence  here, 
Indians  grooved  on  the  sunlight, 
Americans  groove  on  their  beer  .  .  . 


—  G.  A.  Raucci 


Dark  Vision 

It  was  quite  cold, 

and  it  was  beginning  to  snow. 
The  scene  was  like 

something  from  Zhivago 

The  snow  freshly  fallen, 

and  flurries  of  wind, 
The  earth  satin  white 

with  no  trace  of  sin. 

But  as  all  tragedies 

usually  go, 
I  wake  up  and  find 

no  trace  of  snow. 

—  T.  W.  O'Donnell 


Epitaph 

A  young  girl 

surrounded 

by  the  crumbling  dreams 

of  a  clown — 

lying  dead 

in  his  grave — 

brings  tears  to  his  lips 

in  payment  for  laughter. 

—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 


Reflections 

The  deceiving  sun  gives  forth  light 
Inside,  looking  outward,  I  begin  to  melt 
Carelessly  getting  dressed  I  run  out  to  receive 
The  sun,  smiling  sarcastically,  has  tricked  me 
I  stand  there  freezing — pitching  rocks  at  the  sun 
My  aim  is  off,  frustrated,  I  curse  the  sun  and 
return  to  the  warmth  of  the  darkness. 

—  Karen  Mattimore 
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Sorry  For  Me 

i  feel  sorry  for  me 

a  baby  is  crying 
i  have  come  to  this  place 

a  baby  is  crying 
walked 

it  is  hungry 
i  awoke  able  to  get  out  of  bed 

it  is  hungry 
washed  and  ate 

a  mother  is  crying 
and  i  bitched 

a  mother  is  crying 
i  broke  a  shoestring 

there  is  no  milk 
i  bitched 

there  is  no  food 
the  coffee  was  too  hot 

a  mother  is  crying 
cigarettes  are  too  high 

there  is  no  husband 
i  can't  get  a  drink 

a  baby  is  dying 
and  i  bitch 

a  mother  is  screaming 
i  feel  sorry  for  me 

for  her  dead  baby 
i  have  come  here 

a  baby  is  crying 
i  feel  sorry  for  me 

it  is  cold 
for  me 

it  is  alone 
for  me 

there  is  no  father 
i  am  gone 

where  is  the  mother 
she  is  alone 

i  feel  sorry 


a  mother  is  crying 

for  me 
i  bitched 

for  me 
a  baby  is  dying 

i  am  crying 
for  me 

a  mother  is  screaming 
there  is  no  food 

it  is  hungry 
for  me 

i  feel  sorry 
for  me 

a  baby 
there  is  no  father 

a  mother 
there  is  no  husband 

screaming 
i  feel  sorry 

for  me 
a  woman 

dying 
screaming 

the  baby 
screaming 

screaming 
alone 

gone 

gone 

dead 

dead 

for  me 


the  man 

the  man 

the  mother 

the  baby 

i  feel  sorry 

sorry 
for         me 


—  Abdullah  Thabit  Sabur 


No  Mad 

I  am  a  nomad — No  Mad 

I  have  no  home. 
I  belong  nowhere 

I  roam. 

School's  no  substitution 

It's  cold,  and  I'm  a  misfit 
I  am  left  out. 
It's  lonely 

Who  can  I  share  my  deep  thoughts  with 
without  them  being  laughed  at? 

No  one.  Just  me,  and  it's  so  lonely. 

I  used  to  talk  to  your  picture  until  I  realized 

that  it  didn't  talk  back. 
And  I  can't  talk  to  you  on  the  phone  because  there 
It's  expected  and  it  does  not  come  naturally. 

its  late  and  its  quiet  and  no  one  is  around  to  make 
any  noise,  i  like  it  because  i  can  go  out  and  look  at  the 
Christmas  tree  and  everyone  will  be  in  bed  and  they'll 
be  the  ones  left  out 


this  time. 


—  Elizabeth  Terranova 


Haiku 

The  snow  falls  gently 
Down  upon  my  soul  to  give 
Me  rest  until  Spring 

—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 
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A  Composition 

Marya 

flies  into  my  village  air, 

seeking  her  father. 

He  mounts  above  windowless  rose  buildings, 

her  breath  the  frost  above  his  mouth. 

They  seem  close. 

Marya  flies 

to  a  well  to  see 

her  face  tip  in  its  glint,  to  see 

her  eyes  splay  into  hourglasses. 

Father  pours  sand  from  socket 

to  socket.  He  is  lost,  lost. 

Marya  flies  through 

a  star's  pinhole, 

a  village  and  a  well  in  her  wake. 

Her  name  has  no  referent, 

like  a  rock's  thought. 

—  Mark  Evan  Johnston 

Age  has  rendered  me 
but  a  caricature  of  a  man. 
Sunny  years  that  once  were  mine 
have  now  the  strength  to  tear  away 
from  my  wrinkled  reach. 

Life,  once  monuments  sought 

is  now  monuments  left  behind, 

But  I  remain  a  rock  as  the  wave  breaks — 

a  monument  for  the  child's  eyes. 

Once  taking  my  leave 

I  shall  transcend  your  world. 

To  Olympus  I  go — 

seek  rest  amongst  all  great  masterpieces  of  civilization. 

Years  of  intellect  behind — 
reduced  to  pure  speculation. 
Speculation  of  what  is  to  be  .  .  . 
always  of  what  is  to  be. 

—  Anonymous 


They  Protect,  But  Why? 

Pity  the  men  who 
Know  not  why, 
They  fight  the  war 
And  have  to  die. 

Yet  happy  are  those 
That  are  born  free 
And  never  knowing 
How  it  came  to  be. 

Always  asking,  always  receiving 
Yet,  never  knowing 
Who  lies  bleeding. 

Yes,  pity  the  men 
Who  know  not  why, 
For  these  are  the  men 
That  need  not  die. 


T.  W.  O'Donnell 


'  CAS&UA 


There  was  a  cafe  in  town  that  I  used  to  frequent  regularly.  It 
was  a  quiet  little  place  with  not  much  of  a  clientele  except  for  a 
few  students  and  Communist  activists.  The  police  dutifully 
raided  it  once  every  two  months  but  never  really  took  anyone, 
for  the  people  who  congregated  there  tended  to  be  harmless  and 
phony.  At  the  time  I  was  very  interested  in  a  certain  pseudo- 
Communist  and  we  met  there  almost  every  night  for  drinks.  I 
believe  he  was  trying  to  convert  me  to  the  cause. 

It  was  located  on  the  first  floor  of  a  rather  ancient  building  in 
the  heart  of  the  university  section.  The  side  facing  the  street 
was  flanked  by  a  narrow  balcony  that  was  used  for  the  upkeep 
of  a  few  scraggly  potted  palms.  There  were  tall  glass  windows 
all  along  opened  to  the  noise  on  the  street  and  the  cool  evening 
breeze.  The  tables  had  once  been  highly  polished  but  now  were 
carved  up  with  dates,  names  and  political  slogans.  Running 
parallel  to  the  balcony  on  the  other  side  was  a  long,  narrow  bar 
that  matched  the  tables.  The  wall  behind  the  bar  was  painted  a 
deep  red  and  was  completely  covered  with  an  assorted  collection 
of  mirrors  of  all  sizes  and  shapes.  The  only  thing  of  worth  in  the 
whole  cafe  were  the  mirrors;  some  were  expensive  antiques. 

One  night  I  was  sitting  in  my  usual  corner  waiting  for  my 
friend.  Punctuality  never  has  been  the  fashion  in  these  parts, 
but  he  was  notorious  for  being  extreme.  I  felt  it  was  safe  to 
order  a  gin  and  tonic  and  settle  down  with  my  sketch  pad  for  a 
half  hour  of  tentative  drafting.  I've  gathered  some  good  mate- 
rial in  that  cafe.  The  room  was  empty  except  for  an  unkempt 
looking  young  man  dozing  in  one  of  the  corners  and  the  waiter, 
whom  I've  drawn  at  least  sixteen  times.  Nothing  very  inspiring. 
I  lit  a  cigarette  and  blew  smoke  rings,  watching  with  great 
interest  as  they  curled  towards  the  cracks  in  the  ceiling  only  to 
disintegrate  halfway  up. 

The  door  opened.  It  was  too  early  for  my  friend.  Maybe  luck 
was  bringing  me  a  likely  model.  I  was  expecting  the  customary 
long  hair  and  jeans;  this  middle-aged  woman  was  a  surprise.  She 
stood  in  the  doorway,  hesitant,  her  eyes  searching  the  room  for 
someone  who  obviously  wasn't  there.  She  came  in  and  sat  at  the 
table  next  to  mine.  Good.  Just  the  right  distance.  I  opened  my 
box  of  charcoals  and  examined  her  with  a  criticial  eye.  Her  face 
was  hard  and  anxious;  the  make-up  on  her  sallow  face  was  over- 
done. Her  clothes  were  discreet  and  expensive,  and  I  thought 
she  probably  shopped  the  same  stores  my  mother  did.  The 
waiter  approached  in  an  obliging  manner,  but  I  could  see  he  was 


as  puzzled  as  I.  She  certainly  was  not  the  everyday  patron.  I 
heard  her  tell  him  that  she  was  expecting  someone  and  that  she 
would  like  a  cup  of  coffee,  black. 

I  blew  a  few  more  smoke  rings,  one  of  which  nearly  settled  in 
her  careful  coiffure,  and  started  to  sketch.  She  sat  stiff  and 
tense  without  touching  the  back  of  the  chair;  her  eyes  never  left 
the  door,  her  fingers  were  curled  around  each  other  and  I  could 
see  the  whites  of  her  knuckles.  She  was  oblivious  to  the  coffee 
the  waiter  placed  in  front  of  her.  Her  eyes  were  wide  and  mo- 
tionless, and  I  began  to  sense  a  definite  terror  as  I  started 
drawing  her  legs.  They  were  crossed  at  the  ankles,  one  foot 
jolting  the  other  with  quick,  nervous  motions.  I  was  having  a 
hard  time  with  her  legs  but  I  was  nearly  finished  by  the  time 
Andre  finally  appeared  on  the  scene.  He  kissed  me  hello  and 
gave  his  routine  apology  for  being  late.  He  immediately 
launched  into  a  drawn-out  account  of  his  diurnal  activities  and 
the  idiocy  of  present-day  politics.  His  speeches  never  required 
much  attention,  so  I  concentrated  on  the  woman.  Whenever  the 
door  opened,  she  would  blush  deeply  and  stiffen.  I  was  begin- 
ning to  wonder  about  her.  Who  could  she  be  waiting  for  in  this 
fake  little  hang-out,  what  could  be  causing  such  anguish?  By 
now  I  could  almost  smell  her  fear.  Her  coffee  had  long  ago 
stopped  steaming. 

I  finished  my  sketch  and  turned  my  attention  to  Andre.  We 
smoked  and  drank  and  talked  and  it  was  getting  late.  The  room 
was  full  of  smoke,  quite  a  number  of  people  had  turned  up. 
Whoever  she  was  waiting  for  had  no  intention  of  coming.  We 
prepared  to  leave.  I  stubbed  my  last  cigarette  while  he  went  off 
to  pay  the  bill.  I  stood  up  and  gathered  my  drawing  material.  To 
my  surprise,  for  I  was  positive  she  would  sit  like  that  all  night, 
she  too  stood  up  and  slowly  turned  to  face  me.  We  stood  three 
meters  apart.  She  was  exactly  as  tall  as  I  was.  For  some  reason 
I  became  very  nervous  and  wished  that  Andre  would  stop 
dawdling  at  the  bar.  She  very  deliberately  opened  her  bag  and, 
to  my  utter  amazement  and  terror,  drew  out  a  tiny  black  pistol. 
I  remember  that  she  stared  at  me  with  very  blue  eyes  for  an 
eternity  while  I  struggled  to  find  a  possible  motive  that  she 
might  have  for  shooting  me.  I  passed  out. 

I  found  out  later  that  she  shot  herself  and  that  she  shattered 
one  of  the  antique  mirrors  on  the  red  wall  behind  the  bar. 

—  Judy  Magyar 
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Barred  cages  no  longer  exist 

The  Eagle  is  free, 

Life  no  longer  is  taken  from, 

But  given  to. 

You  have  given, 

Allowed, 

Helped, 

And  become  one. 

You  have  made  the  Eagles  spirit 

free. 

The  aerie  is  now  a  welcome  place. 

You  have  given 

The  cry  of  freedom, 

The  right  to  soar  skies, 

The  will  to  live, 

And  the  need  to  be. 

You  have  given  to  a  fighting  spirit. 

An  Eagle's  spirit  can  only  be, 
But  mine  can  love. 

—  Valerie  A.  Jones 


Excerpts  from: 

The  Death  of  a  House,  The  Birth  of  a  Life 

It's  common  knowledge  that  we  take  people  for  granted,  but 
it's  a  rare  thought  that  we  take  material  things  for  granted;  like 
one's  house  for  instance. 

I  woke  that  morning,  and  to  my  pleasure,  the  sun  was  smiling 
in  at  me.  I  went  through  my  usual  rituals  of  saying  good  morn- 
ing to  my  Penelope,  my  asparagus  fern,  "Tu-Tu,"  my  rhododen- 
dron, and  I  couldn't  forget  my  love  and  my  life,  my  two  ter- 
rariums.  I  glanced  out  to  see  how  the  two  robins  were  coming 
along,  who  had  moved  in  next  door  in  the  mimosa  tree.  I 
brushed  off  a  speck  of  dust  from  my  favorite  knick-knack;  a 
precious  statuette  given  me  by  my  late  Grandmother,  of  a 
Chinese  girl  holding  a  flower.  I  picked  out  the  classy  rust  col- 
ored pants  that  my  boy-friend  surprised  me  with  on  my  birth- 
day, and  an  adorable  top  that  I  dared  to  buy  at  the  most  expen- 
sive fashion  store  downtown.  How  I  would  have  loved  to  have 
gone  shopping  that  day  at  the  newly  built  mall  or  to  have  lain  in 
the  sun  in  our  spacious  back  yard,  to  soak  up  some  of  that 
golden  brown  color  that  makes  one  like  to  look  at  oneself  in  the 
mirror.  But  school  was  my  unfortunate  destination  where  I  had 
to  face  the  hum-drum  of  a  routine,  the  musty  smell  of  lockers, 
and  the  not-so-tasty  taste  of  what  the  cafeteria  cooks  call  lunch. 

That  was  the  mood  on  that  day.  It  had  been  a  dull  day,  in  a 
life-style  that  was  so  taken  for  granted  that  nothing  was  trea- 
sured anymore.  I  had  almost  arrived  at  the  point  where  I  felt  no 
particular  sensation  at  seeing  the  radiant  sunshine  defog  the 
world  I  was  engulfed  in.  I  said  I  almost  arrived  at  that  point 
because  seeing  the  rain  sprinkle  down  the  sidewalk  made  me 
wish  I  had  enjoyed  the  sun  more.  Was  it  really  raining  that  day 
or  was  it  only  the  spray  of  the  apathetic  fireman's  hose?  After 
all  it  wasn't  his  home  that  had  burnt  down,  but  thinking  back,  it 
wasn't  my  home  any  longer,  either.  It  was  only  the  remains  of  a 
past  that  now  belonged  to  the  earth.  Looking  at  the  empty 
space  of  air  that  my  home  had  previously  occupied,  it  struck  me 
that  it  was  no  longer  my  home,  but  a  house.  I  had  come  home 
from  school,  not  to  a  home  where  my  Mother  would  be  cooking 
supper,  but  to  a  house  lying  in  ruins  on  the  ground.  I  looked  at 


the  pile  of  smoldering  wood  and  broken  glass  and  felt  nothing.  I 
stared  at  a  devastated  wreckage  of  something  that  belonged  to  a 
stranger.  It  wasn't  at  all  a  part  of  me.  A  part  of  me  had  burned 
down  with  my  home.  I  only  functioned  like  a  mechanical  thing,  a 
robot,  not  feeling  anything.  A  part  of  me  was  lying  in  that  filthy 
black  rubble.  My  initial  feeling  was  of  shock;  shock  that  leaves 
you  groping  for  an  answer.  My  mind  and  body  felt  completely 
drained  of  emotion,  like  letting  water  out  of  the  bathtub.  I  kept 
looking  for  some  kind  of  sign  which  I  could  identify  with.  The 
mimosa  tree  had  disappeared,  and  with  it  my  new  neighbors 
— the  robins.  But  ironically  enough,  the  sun  had  burst  through  a 
guarding  cloud.  That  was  the  same  sun  that  had  peeked  through 
my  window  that  very  morning;  the  sun  that  set  the  same  mood 
of  each  day.  The  breaking  forth  of  the  sun  that  left  its  cloud 
behind  signified  the  beginning  of  a  new  life  for  me,  leaving  the 
old  one  behind  me.  The  old  life,  where  was  the  old  life?  Just  that 
morning  there  had  been  a  concrete  substance  in  front  of  me;  a 
building  that  boasted  of  love,  security,  a  sense  of  belonging.  I 
couldn't  touch  it  now.  It  was  only  a  memory.  It  felt  as  if  I  had 
never  known  that  home  and  all  it  stood  for.  My  yearbook  with 
my  friends'  signatures,  my  clothes  that  expressed  my  personal- 
ity, my  plants  that  once  spoke  of  life,  and  myself  were  all  non- 
existent. The  self  that  was  molded  in  that  house  since  birth  was 
gone.  My  goal  in  life  had  changed  for  me  that  day;  whereas 
before  I  had  yearned  for  excitement,  now  I  had  to  seek  new 
roots  and  a  better  awareness  of  life.  I  had  to  start  from  scratch 
and  build  up  my  new  self,  step  by  step.  I  had  to  start  from  the 
newest  piece  of  clothing  up  to  all  the  personal  touches  that 
became  a  part  of  myself.  Was  that  really  my  house  that  burnt 
down  and  took  everything  inside  of  me  with  it?  No,  that  fire  was 
only  the  first  step  in  my  search  of  self-knowledge  and  the 
awareness  of  my  surrounding  environment.  I  had  taken  for 
granted,  not  my  home  in  itself,  but  what  it  had  stood  for.  I  had 
determined  because  of  this  literal  and  emotional  catastrophe,  to 
look  at  each  day  as  if  I  had  just  been  born.  To  be  truthful,  I  was 
reborn  and  reached  a  point  of  maturation  in  my  young  years, 
making  me  old  and  wise  and  at  the  same  time,  serene. 

—  Suzan  Bibisi 


O 


Je  Vous  Aime:  Memoire 

A  photograph,  taken  in  my  presence, 

to  be  put  in  a  frame 

to  remind  me  of  you  as  you  once  were. 

It  is  a  good  likeness, 

but  you  have  been  trapped  inside, 

and  you  can't  get  out. 

You  are  stuck  like  that, 
in  a  permanent  attitude 
you  will  soon  grow  out  of. 

One  hundred  years  from  now, 
when  you  are  dead, 
no-one  will  know. 

They  can  only  try  to  remember, 
and  I  know  that  it  is  impossible. 

—  Stanley  H.  Lunan 
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A    noiseless    pcfheni  spider;  ^ 

I  nuirk'd   v/slhere   on  a     MHe    pt-omoh^ory    ^  ^°°^ 
>  isolated, 

MnrH'cl  Hov/  Vo  explore  Hio  vacant   VaS^ 

j£Urrouhdina; 
If  IcmncKM    forth  filahncrvt, filament,  filaw&h+, 

out  of  il^lf,  -^— i 

/Arvt/    you  O  my  .soul  where,  you  stand, 

vSurround&d,  dc+ach&d,  in  measureless    oc^arvb 

of   5 pace, 
Carelessly   nr\Wr>iv\a,  veWurinq^rovvincj  ,  seeking 

the  spheres  ta  cokvK^gJt  lhem, 
.Till  +he-  bHdao  nou  will  need   be.  form' J  ,  till  the 

Jduefile  anchor  hold, 
Till  the  gossamer  thread  you  -Hmg  catch 

5omcwhehe 


